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The omens of the moment were bad. On the day of
Tom's birth occurred the bankruptcy of the Wicklow-
Wexford Railway, a crash involving John -Michaelis Bar-
nardo in the loss of thousands of pounds. But more intimate
troubles were at hand. Thomas John was born a puny
child; and for days it seemed improbable that either he or
his mother wrould long survive the ordeal of his birth. The
mother, however, soon rallied and was restored to health;
but Tom, for years, remained fragile.
When two years old he was smitten by a serious illness,
and after lingering for weeks on Eternity's brink, he finally
wras pronounced dead by two physicians. The coffin actually
was in the house, and the undertaker was embalming the
body for burial, when, to his amazement, he discovered a
flutter of the heart. The "corpse" was alive! Every remedial
measure was forthwith applied; and in time Tom Barnardo
developed into a sturdy lad.1
If, however, this child was snatched from death in
fulfilment of Providential purpose, that purpose left little
immediate impress; for Tom was neither angel nor saint.
Family records present quite the opposite impression. He
was hot-tempered, self-willed and highly imperious; and
whereas his brother Harry, slightly younger than he, had
curly hair, finely chiselled features and a heavenly singing
voice, Tom had wiry hair, plain features and a voice better
adapted for shouting than singing. Hence, these two
occupying the nursery together, many a storm ensued.
A member of the family recalls that Harry, because of
his voice, was frequently taken into the drawing-room to
entertain guests; and as, on these occasions, he generally
was regaled with chocolates, Tom, left behind, stamped and
fumed. Once when Harry returned to the nursery munch-
ing his last sweet, Tom's fury overleaped bounds. Rushing
1 Incredible as the coincidence may appear, Dr. Barnardo's widow informs
me that one of their own sons, as a babe, was pronounced dead by the
attending physician; but hours later, in his grandmother*! arms, he rallied, as
from a trance.